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Lectured each morning to pale students
Taught them intriguing rudiments
Of revolution and laissez-faire
And above all, how to be debonair

So far, so good: the Spring was springing
Through purple heather to brown hills clinging
When over the city the planes came flying
And out I ran with the fear of dying

All night we stood out on the terrace
Watching the glow grow to a furnace
Bombs and shells and whirls of shrapnel
Laid us often on the gravel

Then in the middle of the bombardment
When the whole street was making friends
A landmine fell at the nearest corner
And I thought for a minute I was a gonner

Glass flowed like water from all the windows
Black smoke came rushing out in billows
A hundred doors leaped off their hinges
And I said goodbye to books and binges

Then a second landmine dropped just near
At the back of the house where lay my dear
But it didn't explode and I laughed and cried
And cursed as I pulled the family outside

Then along to the bridge where the flats were burning
I didn't look twice but improved my running
With the kid in my arms and the people crying
Past where the dead lay with the dying